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Roa1NSON CausoE
TOLEDO, QHIO

Gregory A. Webber

Robinson Crusoe was not wearing his fluorescent orange
vest when she burst through the ubiquitous fog screaming
help me help me. It is not known where she burst from. It
is not known where Robinson Crusoe came from to be
burst upon and clutched by this screamer. But this is of no
significance. Do not pay attention to this detail. Do not
reflect upon the literary implications of these characters
being without origin, it is of no importance. What is
significant is that she burst upon him at all and clutched
him at all as he was not wearing his fluorescent orange vest
at all. The vest is for visibility in the fog. Fog is the state of
affairs in Toledo, Ohio. Toledo, Ohio is where Robinson
Crusoe was burst upon by a clutchcr screaming for help.
Listen.
The bursting as such had no profound effect upon the
psychology of Robinson Crusoe. Bursting because of the
fog was acceptable in Toledo, a startling reminder of the
human condition. Bursting was ok. This clutching was
another thing. While a burst can be ignored, dodged,
effaced, a clutch precludes any such pretentiousness.
Clutching demands recognition, exigence is required.
Crusoe perceived it as a pernicious affront to his dignity
and integrity. People burst, ok, but no one absolutely no
one clutched in the fog. It disturbed his aura, threatened his
sphere of privacy. A hatred for the ignominious clutcher
swelled within him like hashish in the lungs. Robinson
Crusoe worried about his breath.
In another situation under favorable circumstances,
maybe on a subway where the law explicitly prohibits
touching especially clutching he could appreciate her
beauty from behind a newspaper, possibly the sports or
even the comic pages, but Toledo has no subways. Fog
inhibits the building of subways in Toledo. Concerned
citizen community groups would be concerned about
citizens of their community who if not subway commuters,
if not familiar with the subways might perish down access
ramps and end up on a subway they didn't want to end up
on heading for someplace they didn't want to head for. The
headlines would read:
PERISHABLES HEAD FOR THE END
Three More Fall Victim To Subways
Concerned Citizen Community Group Grieves Loss Of
Leader And so forth.
So it came to this, help me please help me you've got to
help me sir. This Robinson Crusoe could not come to grips
with. If helping was what she needed he certainly felt no
obligations. He considered punching her in her solar plexus
but couldn't relate to punching a lady, even this clutcher.
The chivalrous solution, he merely wrenched free and ran.
She remained like that unclutched for several moments.
Robinson Crusoe had quite a head start.
The pounding of their footsteps echoed through the fog.
Robinson Crusoe wondered about the pounding of her
footsteps echoing. through the fog, I wonder about the
pounding of those footsteps echoing through the fog. What
do they mean? Are they symbolic of divine intervention?
Why do they cry out for help? Is this an examination, am I
being tested for my compassion? Should I stop and turn to
0
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her and offer her my hand? Would God see that through
the fog?
Oh thank God you stopped. I was beginning to doubt
that you would. You really seemed to be running in
earnest. You'd make a good distance man. She caught her
breath. I hope you don't mind that I have nothing to offer
you for your services.
He caught his breath immediately following the catching
of hers, I'm not a prostitute. What can I offer you in the
area of services? Their breath was caught.
All I'm asking is that you hold me, just hold me. Crush
my indignation, squeeze out my guilt, bruise my shame,
eradicate my loneliness. Can't you empathize with the
poignancy of my situation? That's all she was asking,
I can't help you, what you need is a vise. Crusoe was
such a smart ass.
Don't pervert my cause, but the perturbation really
meant, does it show that much?
I apologize, but you're beautiful, surely you can find
someone more anxious to hold you than me.
It's one thing to be held anxiously for your beauty and
quite another to be held soothingly because you asked
someone to. That seemed plausible enough to Robinson
Crusoe but it didn't change things, he still couldn't help
her.
Why don't you hold me?
There was a silence while Crusoe vacillated between fear
and compassion. He pondered the fear. What is this fear?
What are its origins? Is it atavistic? Is it inherent in my
nature? What does it mean within the context of the fog?
What are its implications? Its ramifications? Its conse
quences? Was it spurred by the clutch or the clutcher?
Robinson Crusoe ceased the vacillation and established
equanimity, an equanimity of fear. I can't hold you.
Why? You know mister I don't understand you at all.
You're not wearing your fluorescent orange vest for
visibility you run from me like Marty Liquori then stop
extending your arms in an illusion of helpfulness and then
you say you can't help me. You're crazier than I am.
I
Robinson Crusoe didn't see anything wrong with it.
The sound of an organ grinder grinding out "Autumn
Leaves" sifted through the fog of Toledo, Ohio. His
monkey could be heard laughing at him and jumping in the
pile of leaves the organ grinder intended to sell as book
markers. The organ grinder cursed at the monkey but the
monkey only laughed harder, oblivious to the cursings. The
sound of coins clanking in a metal mug could be heard.
Lots of quarters. She wondered where Robinson Crusoe's
head was at concerning the monkey and the organ grinder, I
wonder what he thinks concerning the cruel oppression of
that monkey by that organ grinder capitalistic pig. Robin
son Crusoe thought, that monkey is the real money maker.
She breaks the tension first, Why don't you wear your
fluorescent orange vest? Something my mother repeated
over and over again to me in my impressionable youth.
And what was that?
She always told me, Robinson Crusoe, try to be one who
never gets lost. It seemed like good advice at the time. Then
3

I came to realize in my sagacious university years that once
you become concerned about being lost you become
concerned about being found which is contingent upon the
volition of the finders. All considerations of freedom are
eschewed by the finders. They are parasitic totalitarians.
They live off the years of thanks you owe them. So I
listened to my father. He always espoused to me, Robinson
Crusoe, each man makes an island of himself. It was his
continental drift theory. Unburdened by an oedipal influ
ence I could see that my father was right and so I burned
my vest and now take refuge in the fog of Toledo, Ohio.
Mister to tell you the truth I don't really care about
what your parents always repeated to you in your
impressionable youth I just want you to hold me. I'll cook
you steak and potatoes and any vegetable you want every
night if you just promise to comfort and hold me. You can
even have an affair every once in a while if you're

concerned about your freedom. You already said I was
beautiful, you could come to love me, I'm great in bed. All
this was said with much felicity.
Any feeling Crusoe might have felt for this clutcher was
exorcised by these remarks. So she was a finder also.
Robinson Crusoe considered raping her. Wanton prurience
characterized this consideration. He could easily overpower
her, rip off her blouse and skirt, ravage her thighs, palpate
her breasts. Afterwards he could smash her head with a
brick in a paroxysm against finders. Possibly he could pay
the organ grinder to grind her organs. They could blame it
on the monkey. The headlines would read:
WOMAN SAVAGELY GRINDED BY MISSING LINK
Coroner Discovers Sperm
Bail Set at $25,000
And so forth.

HUNDRED
THOUSANDTH
NEEDLE
By Susan Scibetta

Poem

You make yourself promises,
needle perceptions.
To stand
for one night
in a good sting of hailstones.
But then screwing

by Jack D. Farling

someone you hardly know
makes you turn like a wedding cake.
You dance to the
edge of a snow covered
platter and when
the cutting side is

I caught myself sleeping today:
my mind lapping in and out of the door
like a tide that has lost its shore.
Sleep whispered in verse backwards
corraling me in a chrysalis of mirrors;
I saw myself sleeping with you in a dream.
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down, you
rise
but the tough tiny
splinters that
bubbled through the skin and
made you feel real are gone.
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DEATH PLAY
I.
The room unfolds.
Revealed is an old woman, rocking in a straight-backed chair;

Seated on a plastic city park bench
that smoldered in blurred waves of heat
rising from steaming asphalt,
I fanned myself leisurely with a paper bag,
casually kicking stones into the street.
Nearby,
the faint chortle of a young robin
captured my attention,
and I looked to find a weary head cocked toward me.

I watch her rock.

II.
With unceasing motion, she counts each knitted row
of the garment she is holding;
and though her fingers are gnarled with arthritis,
she never drops a stitch.
As she finishes her work, she smiles ....
Her eyes dart nervously around the room as if to seek reassurance
of her presence from something;
someone. I appear from the depths of a dark corner
in which I have been hiding:
We meet.
Ill.
She questions my face.
I can see, however, that her eyes are without question,
and feel sure that she knows.

The lines on her face drop one by one, landing
in a pile at her feet.
!'pick them up; weave them in a simple pattern,
and she steps inside:
The Abyss.
IV.
The play is now complete.
Touching the veins on her legs
she watches
as they shatter like purple cracked marble:
We .... fly .... with the pieces
across the room;
fade home.
by Denise Haas

He was flapping helplessly in the gravel,
breast deflated and black with soot;
wings stuck together so he could not fly.

I would have lifted him to the oak tree beside me,
but I noticed that it was dying, too,
and once loving arms gnarled in grotesque shapes
spiked the clouds in anger,
as though that tree was a lame old man
leaning on a tottering cane;
struggling to balance in the midst of a strong breeze.
And as I listened,
its branches whined and quivered before me
like a mass of exposed nerve endings.
I felt like a spectator at a stranger's funeral,
and shifting uneasily, diverted my attention
to a wire-mesh fence, electrically charged;
towering around a barren playground a few yards away.
I looked through the metal holes and pretended I could see
a thousand laughing eyes of precarious children:
grimy-faced, scabby-kneed; browning slides
and swingsets with chocolate-coated fingers;
yet, always laughing.
A thousand laughing eyes ....
Then,
as smog-laden darkness fell upon me,
heavy, like a tired eyelid,
the vision faded and disappeared
as suddenly as the final scene of a rare silent film,
and it was then
that I remembered a dusty painting by Van Gogh
that had hung for years on my bedroom wall,
unnoticed.
by Denise Haas
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The mood set.
A programer's device
towered over the city.
A concept computed through
miles of electronic circuits.
The lone1y man stepped
out, onto the street.
Photographers scurried,
encircling him.
He took the pipe
from his mouth,
and asked them to
let him through.
Like a sudden wind
from the farthest
planet in the solar
system, he was enveloped
in the darkness.
The images of night,
caught him by surprise.
He had read so
many stories about
its omnipresence,
but now he failed it
in all its splendor.
A father, a mother,
it crawled into his
lap, and asked him
where he had been.
He smiled, and touched it.
Like some ancient dream,
it curled into a ball
of smoking ash, burned by
the passion of its
own self conception.
The man's hand trembled,
with a fear so inate
that, the breath of
his life shuttered.
"Over," he cried out.
Those who stood around
him, stepped back into
place.

on the fourth of july
i imagined the streets
out there erupting
like dinosaurs in fact
the whole city of san francisco
was hard to imagine still upright
but we tried.
it felt nice
watching the festivities
ripple the ice cubes
in my drink

The Actor

you can imagine
spiders of light
cracked into the night
sky behind our heads
like so many impacted
teeth sending down
splinters and dust
through the wa1l
it felt so nice
together we toasted
an uncommonly quiet
saigon evening
and you can imagine
what kind of headache
the next morning

Peter
Brett

Richard A. Vorpe
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BOOKSTORE
DAYTON, OH-10
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by Ed Fogarty
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"The Vice been in yet?" asked Miss Bobbie in a voice
that was huskier than usual.
"No. What you got, a cold?" Charlie Doore, the third
shift clerk at the Ludlow Adult Bookstore, was reasonably
civil to Bobbie and the other gays who cruised the place
during the late hours.
Bobbie was wearing tight blue pedal pushers, a red
tanktop, and sandals. He had painted his toenails a shade of
red which nearly matched the tanktop. He had a soft,
womanish ass. From a distance, after dark, Miss Bobbie
looked almost like a real woman. Removing a compact
from his shoulderbag, he checked his eye makeup. "Yes,
I've got this tired cold, honey. Has Lou or Miss Middletown
been in yet?"
"No."
"Anything in back?"
"The usual."
Bobbie sighed, fluffed up his longish blonde hair, and
entered the Movie Room at the back of the store. To enter
the Movie Room, one passed through a pair of soiled,
greenish curtains. The room was subdivided by plywood
partitions into individual booths with wooden doors, and
was faintly illuminated by dim orange bulbs. The booths
were interconnected by a small, dark walkway which
opened into a larger area along the south side of the room.
This area was somewhat more brightly lighted, and the
management had caused signs to be stencilled on its walls:
NO LOITERING! ANYONE CAUGHT URINATING ON
THE FLOOR OR AGITATING THE CUSTOMERS WILL
BE PROSECUTED! Directly below one of these signs was a
large steam radiator, partially enclosed by wooden planks.
When the weather was cold, this radiator was the cause of
many disputes among the regular loiterers. If it were turned
on, the atmosphere was permeated by the odor of stale
urine; if it were left off, the Movie Room soon became
unpleasantly chilly. It was late September, and the place
still smelled gamey from last winter.
As Miss Bobbie made his entrance, a drunk in a Sohio
workshirt with "Sizemore" stitched above one of its
pockets had just finished urinating against the radiator, and
was puzzling out the wording of the sign as he adjusted his
clothing. His lips moved as he read.
Sizemore, a wiry individual with pointed sideburns, had
made his appearance at eleven-thirty, after having been
ejected from the White Tower for falling asleep and
upsetting his coffee. He was trying to find his way back to
the Ware Hotel, where his room was already paid for, when
he'd seen the sign: GIRLS GIRLS GIRLS! LATEST 8MM
COLOR FILMS FROM HOLLYWOOD! OPEN 24 HOURS!
PEEP SHOWS!
Sizemore entered the store with the wrong end of a filter
cigarette between his lips. Presenting a soiled right hand to
be shaken, he said "I come in to see them pep shows. Are
they runnin' now? I'm by God drunk, but hell, thass
alright."
Frank, the second shift clerk, had sold him five dollars'
worth of quarters and pointed him in the direction of the.
Movie Room. When Bobbie made his entrance, Sizemore

had been wandering confusedly for nearly an hour.
Bobbie wrinkled his nose and began to tour the booths.
He needed a husband bad.

***
It was almost two when Lou and Miss Middletown
showed up. They had been cruising the levee in Miss
Middletown's old Ford.
Lou Weedy, a small, manly-looking fellow with a
prominent black moustache and a bleached Levi jacket,
asked "Miss Bobbie been in?"
Charlie pointed in the direction of the Movie Room.
"The Vice been in?" asked Miss Middletown.
"No."
"Well, in that case ..." Miss Middletown flounced
towards the greenish curtains, calling "Here, Petey! Here,
Petey!" in falsetto.
A browser at the magazine rack looked up briefly,
frowned, and then returned to his perusal of Secrets of Oral
Love.
Lou remained at the register. He wanted to talk about
cultural matters for awhile. There was still plenty of time
for cruising. Miss Lou was thirty-one years old and lived at
home with his parents. They were good Catholic people,
and did their best to ignore the fact that Lou was gay.
Lou paid his father half of his small USAF disability
pension (he had suffered a mental breakdown during his
basic training, eleven years ago, and had been discharged
after ninety days in a Texas military hospital, and attended
half-day sessions at the Dayton Art Institute. His tuition
was paid by the VA.
Miss Lou cruised the public library a lot and occasionally
checked out books. He had a large collection of gay porno
magazines. The other bookstore queens viewed him as
something of an intellectual.
"You know, Charlie, I saw a book at the library today
that I almost checked out for you. You're majoring in
English, right?" ,
"Yes."
"This was a book on gayness and its causes. It was really
interesting. You'd really be surprised at the great people
who were gay."
"Bach, Beethoven, and Brahms?"
"Beethoven for sure. He never got married. I don't know
about the other two."
"Socrates, Plato, and Aristotle?"
"I think I read something about that middle guy."
"Noel Coward and Somerset Maugham?"
"Noel Coward. I got a record of his."
"You want some quarters for the Movie Room?"

***
"Hi, Miss Bobbie. Where you been, honey?" gushed Miss
Middletown as he brushed past the greenish curtain.
Bobbie was leaning against the wall, fingering his blonde
hair. "I've been right here. Where you and Miss Weedy
11
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been? The levee?"
"Miss Levee and Miss Bus Station and Miss Union
Station, honey. For Friday night, there just ain't no
tricks!"
"It's been tired in here, too. I've only had one since I
come out tonight, and he was Miss Funky."
Miss Middletown looked eagerly around the Movie
Room. "Is he still here, honey? Is he a straight dude? A
tnck's a trick, Miss Funky or not!"
"I think he's in Nine. He's pretty drunk, though."
"Don't worry, Miss Thing. I'll make him all sober again."
Miss Middletown headed for Booth Eight.
When Miss Middletown peered through the crotch-high
"glory hole" in the partition separating the two booths, he
saw that Sizemore was very drunk. Sizemore, a mouth
breather, was drooling on his shirtfront as he watched a
filmclip which depicted two young men, wearing only
middie-blouses and sailor caps, thrusting their thumbs and
forefingers into each others' mouths.
But a trick was a trick. In a seductive whisper, Miss
Middletown asked "Can I help you out with anything,
honey?"
Sizemore, nearly comatose, began fumbling at his zipper.
"Here, honey, let me help you with that. Move over here
closer," said Miss Middletown, now in a kneeling position
on his side of the hole in the partition.
Sizemore moved over there closer.

***
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At two-thirty, eight fairies from a drag show at the
Twilight Zone came in. They were drunk enough to do a lot
of camping and flaming, much to the disgust of Bobbie and
Miss Weedy, who were afraid that they would scare away
the straight dudes. They didn't stay long, though.
When they were gone, Lou and Bobbie positioned
themselves at a point near the curtains from which they
could see into the front of the store but couldn't be seen by
the browsers.
"God! Look at that hunk in the plaid pants!" said
Bobbie.
"I know, I know. And look at Miss Jew Woman at the
gay rack cruising him. She's really tired, honey!"
"She's been around for just forever, and what I don't
like about her is she'll try to steal your tricks. I could tell
you a few things about her, honey!"
"Yeah, I know. She's late!"
The young man in the plaid trousers was aware that he
was being cruised, and it was making him nervous. He
wasn't used to other men staring at his crotch. He paid for
his copy of Skin Games and left.
"The stupid bitch," said Bobbie, "why did she have to
be so obvious?"
Miss Middletown joined them. "You were right, Miss
Bobbie. He was really Miss Funky. Anything nice out
there?"
"There was," said Bobbie, "but Miss Jew Woman scared
it away."

***
Charlie Doore had his lunch of meatloaf sandwiches and
coffee at four. Then he began to check the Movie Room,
slamming doors and whistling as he went from booth to
booth with his flashlight. He checked the projectors, the
coin return slots, and the floors. During the six months he'd
worked at the bookstore, he'd found a considerable amount
of interesting material abandoned in the Movie Room.
Besides the usual swatches of used tissue and empty
soft-drink cans, he sometimes found loose change and bills
scattered about on the floor. Occasionally he came across
soiled items of male underclothing.
He found Sizemore on the floor of Booth Nine, sleeping
soundly in a puddle of urine. Charlie shined his flashlight
into Sizemore's face and said "Up and at 'em, Babe. Time
to go home."
Sizemore grunted.
He kicked the soles of Sizemore's workshoes a few
times.
Sizemore began snoring.
Charlie sighed and checked the rest of the booths. Then
he unlocked the door leading to the restroom and kitchen
in back (the bookstore had previously been an all-night
restaurant) and filled a dusty milkbottle with cold tap
water.
He returned to Booth Nine and poured the quart of
tapwater into Sizemore's upturned face.
Sizemore woke up. Sputtering and choking, he said
"Goddam you, Lois!"
"Lois my ass. On your feet and hit the fucking door.
Come back when you're sober."
Sizemore left mumbling.
Charlie replaced the milkbottle on its shelf beside the
sink. As he was returning to the register, Miss Middletown
remarked "No Miss Vicella yet, Charlie."
"Whadda you guys, want the Vice to come in? You like
the police, do you?"
"Honey, Miss Middletown ain't worried about no cops,
Vice or otherwise. The times, she is a changin'. Me and my
sisters, we're allowed to go where we want and do what we
like to do. Right, Miss Bobbie?"
Bobbie nodded, staring absently at Charlie's crotch.
"Yeah, Charlie, that's right," Lou Weedy put in.
"Gayness is legal now. In Illinois ..."
"Well then let's be putting some quarters in the
machines,'' Charlie said. "There's lots of 'No Loitering'
signs back here, and we ain't making any money off of you
guys while you're leaning up against the wall."
"All right," sighed Miss Middletown. He followed
Charlie to the register and bought a dollar's worth of
quarters.
Except for Miss Middletown and his friends, the Movie
Room was empty. The browsers had all gone home. It was
four-fifteen. Charlie struck a 'No Sale' on the register,
flicked off the air conditioner switch, and opened the Edith
Wharton novel. He had until Monday morning to finish it.

Plenty of time.
Silence settled on the bookstore, broken only by the
humming of the fluorescents and an occasional giggle from
the Movie Room.

***
Leo came in at four-thirty. He was a very small, very old
wino encased in a black suit two or three sizes too large for
him. Leo was toothless and had a three-day growth of grey
stubble.
Feeling refreshed after two hours of sleep under a
parked truck, he extended a small, grubby hand to be
shaken and piped gleefully "Sir, do you mind if 1 ask you
one question? My name is Leo Winhoven, and I need to get
back to the VA Center ... "
"I know who you are, Leo. Why you always tell me who
you are and about the VA Center every morning?"
Leo grinned as though he knew a secret known by no
one else at Fifth and Ludlow. "I just want to keep it on the
record. You want coffee?"
"Yes." Charlie handed him two quarters from the
register.
"Care if I save the change for later?"
"No, that's OK."
Leo was back quickly with the coffee. Charlie wondered
idly whether he introduced himself every morning to Andy
down at the Kitchen. He probably did, just to keep himself
on the record.
Leo left, and Charlie resumed the novel. The first
eastbound trolley passed Fifth and Ludlow. It was nearly
daylight.

*

**

"You think the railroaders will be in?" asked Miss
Weedy.
Sometimes an Amtrak train crew killed time at the
bookstore, waiting for the Spur to open at five-thirty.
"God, I hope so, honey. I need another husband before
daylight," said Miss Middletown.
"It's daylight now," said Bobbie petulantly, reaching for
his compact. "God, I feel so tacky this morning, and I've
got so much to do today. And Mom wan ts the car for her
Eastern Star meeting." Bobbie sighed.
"Well, I'm leaving at six, husbands or no husbands," said
Miss Middletown.
"What time is it now?" asked Miss Weedy.
Bobbie squinted at his ladies' Timex. "Five after five."

*

**

Officers St. Clair and Moon came in at five-thirty. They
were the regular Ludlow Street beat officers, and they
stopped by now and then when things were slow.
"Flick time," said St. Clair. "Lay some slugs on me,
Charlie." He was a large man who perspired a lot. His blue
uniform shirt was a darker shade in the area of his armpits.

He needed a haircut, and his paunch protruded over his
pistol belt in an unmilitary manner.
Officer Moon, as usual, had nothing to say. He was a
youngish cop who kept himself in shape by jogging and
working with weigh ts. His uniform fit him perfectly, and
his badge and nameplate were highly polished. He wore his
flesh-colored hair in a longish flattop. He stared at Charlie
with fanatical light-blue eyes.
Charlie gave St. Clair six copper slugs from the register,
and he and Moon went into the Movie Room.

***
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"Well, lookie here," said St. Clair, not unpleasantly.
"Three girls left over from last night. You girls ought to
have gone home earlier, cause now we got to get your
names and do a little paperwork."
Miss Middletown produced a worn drivers' license from
his shoulderbag and handed it to St. Clair. Miss Weedy
fwnbled in his jacket pocket for his Art Institute ID. He
didn't drive because of his "nervous" condition.
Miss Bobbie didn't move. He was staring at Officer
Moon's midsection and fantasizing. "God," he thought,
"Look at that basket. And that big gun and those bullets in
his belt. What if he had me down on the floor of the
Greyhound restroom and took out that big gun and ..."
"What chew lookin' at, queer?" asked Officer Moon,
very softly.
Miss Bobbie didn't answer. He wasn't really at the
bookstore; he was lying naked on a cool tile floor at the bus
station and Officer Moon was ...
"I said, 'what chew lookin' at, queer?' ANSWER ME
WHEN I TALK TO YOU, QUEER!" Moon took hold of
Bobbie's fluffy blonde hair and slammed the back of his
head into the wooden wall.
St. Clair looked up from the FI card he was writing. He
said gently "Answer the nice officer when he asks you a
question, sweetie, or you apt to spend the weekend in the
slammer."
He handed Miss Weedy's ID back and said to Lou and
Miss Middletown "You two girls can go on home now, but
we don't want to see you around the corner any more. You
bad for business down here. Got that?"
"Yes, officer," said Miss Middletown softly.
"Yes, sir,'' said Miss Weedy.
When they were safely inside the '61 Ford, Miss
Middletown lighted an Eve cigarette, inhaled deeply, and
asked "Want to check Miss Bus Station?"
"What about Bobbie?"
"Let Miss Bobbie find her own husbands."
"Now that I got your attention, queer, get me some ID
out of that purse you wearin'." Officer Moon was beginning
to enjoy this. St . Clair had disappeared into one of the
movie booths, and he had this faggot all to himself. Moon
didn't really care about watching the flicks; he got off on
real life scenes like this one.
Bobbie was crying. His eyeshadow was running and he
couldn't talk. He held out his shoulderbag to Moon
13
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pleadingly.
Moon knocked it to the floor and kicked it into the
corner. In a low voice, he said "Now, queer, listen up. I told
you to get me some ID out of that purse, not gimme the
purse. You think I want to carry the fuckin' purse, queer?"
Miss Bobbie sobbed incohes:ently.
Moon grabbed Bobbie by the neck and the seat of his
pedal pushers and threw him headfirst into the corner
where he had kicked the shoulderbag.
Miss Bobbie crashed into the wall and slid to the floor.
His nose was broken. Blood ran down into his mouth and
onto the cool tile floor.
Officer St. Clair opened the door of Booth Five. "Keep
it down out there," he said. "I'm tryin' to watch the
flicks."
"Aw, this queer here slipped in a puddle of piss," said
Moon.
"Well, help him up then, and send him on home."
Moon stood over Miss Bobbie and looked down at him.
Bobbie rolled over. The tile floor was cool on his back. He
started trying to remove his tanktop, mumbling something
that sounded like "You ... make me ... gun ..."
"You heard the man, queer. On you feet!" Moon kicked
him twice in the side, quickly.
Miss Bobbie tried to get up, but couldn't. He lay there
on the cool tile, bleeding from the nose and sobbing. He
was trying to say something but Moon couldn't make it
out.
St. Clair emerged from the movie booth, having used up
his six slugs. He and Moon stood quietly, looking down at
Miss Bobbie. Moon grinned wolfishly.
"His nose broke?" asked St. Clair.
"Looks like it."
"He be OK. Let's go for coffee."
On their way past the register, Moon stopped and looked
intently at Charlie. "You guys ought to keep your back
room up better. There's a piece of trash laying back there in
the corner. Might get in the way of the paying customers."
They left, going for coffee.

*

**

"You stupid bastards don't ever learn, do you?" said
Charlie, shining his flashlight into Miss Bobbie's upturned
face. He helped Bobbie into a sitting position against the
wall.
"He hurt m-me." Bobbie was beginning to regain control
of his voice.
"Sure he hurt you, you stupid bitch. But you guys get
off on getting hurt, don't you?"
Charlie got some clean rags from the kitchen and refilled
the milkbottle with tapwater. He put the bottle and the
rags on the floor beside Bobbie and said "Now sit there and
get yourself cleaned up. I'll be back in a minute."
"He hurt me."
"Goddammit, I can see that."
Charlie locked the front door and went into the Spur
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Club, which adjoined the bookstore. It had been open for
nearly half an hour and George was selling a lot of muscatel
to go. He found an empty stool in front.
Leo approached from the direction of the Mens' Room.
George let him clean up back there every morning.
"Sir, do you mind if I ask you one question? My
name's ..."
"Jesus Christ, Leo! What you want?"
"Can you let me have seventeen cents on tomorrow's
change? I'm seventeen cents light on a pint."
Charlie gave him seventeen cents.
George came over. "You get off early this morning?"
"No, man. Coffee break. A double K and water on the
side."
"Right right right," said Georgie, pouring. He was a
youngish Greek and he had some really good moves behind
the bar. Not a bit of wasted motion.
"Hey, Georgie, how about pouring another one of these
in a coffee cup to go, willya?"
Georgie hesitated for just an instant and then filled a
white styrofoam cup half full of Kessler's. "One-five-oh,
Charlie."
·•Thanks a lot, Georgie." Charlie drank his drink, left
two singles on the bar, and returned to the bookstore
carrying the styrofoam cup.
Miss Bobbie had his compact out, and was dabbing at his
nose with a damp rag. He was going to have two black eyes.
His tanktop was stained in several places with dirt and
blood.
"Drink this straight down, Bobbie."
"What is it?" Bobbie was almost back to normal now.
"Whiskey."
He drank it, gagging a little. The color began to return to
his face. He stood up, after a few minutes, and tried to
straighten his clothing. "God, Charlie, that cop was a

hunk!"
"Bobbie, pick up your purse and get on out of here. I
don't want to see you around here any more. The same
with Miss Weedy and Miss Middletown."
"But Charlie, I didn't do anything."
"Out."
"OK, but we're going to talk to John."
John was the owner. This was the only all-night
bookstore in the city, and Bobbie was going to have to find
a new place to cruise.
Bobbie left. lt was six-fifteen.

***
Charlie returned to the front of the store and began
straightening the magazines, starting with the hardcore
straights, working through the specialized material-whip
and chain, transvestite, rubber life-and finishing up at the
gay section. He took longer at this task than was really
necessary, reading the titles as he went: Naked Living,

prevent the browsers from thumbing through them.
Then he rechecked the Movie Room, finding little of
interest. The floor was damp in the usual spots, and the
coin return slots were empty. There weren't any new
graffiti to be read.
Outside, Ludlow Street was beginning to show signs of
activity. Jack's, directly across the street, had been open
and selling wine for an hour. A group of Jack's regulars
occupied a nearby doorway, passing a green bottle among
themselves. From time to time, one of them would lope out
onto the sidewalk and accost
passerby, requesting
breakfast money or busfare to the VA. The regulars were

generally more aggressive during the morning hours, and
they usually succeeded in getting something from everyone
they approached.
Inside the bookstore, Charlie resumed the Wharton
novel, waiting for eight o'clock. He was up to page 72 and
not much had happened yet. A whole lot of characters,
though.
The fluorescents hummed. Charlie closed the paper
back and checked his watch. Seven-twenty. Forty minutes
to go before the day man came in. He unfocused his eyes.
"Fuck it all," he said aloud.
Nobody heard him.

The Hold Up
He shows me pictures in his wallet:
his ex-girlfriend,
his kids at Christmas,
his wife's family,
the new pool.
He shows me his credit cards,
business cards,
receipts, tickets,
a lock of somebody's hair,
Marilyn Monroe's legs.
I cut him down
and take the money.
Rick Smith

Copenhagen Special, Rubber and the Sensual Woman,
Transvestite School, Gay Rape, Manly Devotion. Most of
the magazines were enclosed in clear plastic dust covers to
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Enlistment Poster from
the University of Michigan

Raving

Three men block the center of the archway.
They watch my approach.
Swelling fear.
You 're paranoid
the continued uniform stares
women aren't raped in public
in daylight
for real.
A slightly sweaty climax.

raving, 1 rav'ing, v; 1. Semi-logical free associational creative verbal
constructs which makes conversation and literature more than just an
information assimulation tool but a joy to participate in.
Randall K. Ison

They move apart.
I walk through
looking not at them
but down
like a proper piece
at the ground,
relieved at the silence
the sound only of
blood in my head,
relieved as I walk away
feeling
their eyes on what?
my legs? my ass? a small furry animal?
Relief, dread, guilt, disgust.
The old cycle.
My husband who loves me says,
"Everyone looks at people.
I can't keep my eyes off pretty girls.
You just don't like men."
It's true.
There were eight rape
stabbing
murders
the sixteen months I walked through that archway.
I was all of them. They were all women.
Women unarmed.
The warriors' armor plates are fastened.
Their spears are held at ready.
by Paula Randall
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Asleep at the Wheel

... dropping canteens on the Buffalo ramps
begging for bread in internment camps
puking cheap tequila in the gutters of Mount Real
cavorting and contorting and forgetting what I feel.
The subtle stolen moments on the corner of the stage
form a thin and brittle bottle that can just contain my rage
for in the tunnels and the corridors
the minds of men are raped
under muddy frozen tundra where
the future's past is shaped
the living, breathing contradiction
that serves to sunder fact and fiction
bites down to sever veins of truth;
the nation feeds on brains of youth.
they never got out of their cars ...

The old woman and the old man float in their beach chairs
across the pitch black ocean
ocean stitched with stars
float towards you who are standing on the jetty
float towards you who are walking on the jetty
over warm blocks of granite
and crevices of sand
past black conch chells
and starfish with pink eyes.
a human murmur
urges you on
towards soles of feet
that shine with stellar maps,
feet which are now waving
modest and kind
above the deep water.

JUDY KATZ
K. Kissell
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Unabridged
Savage
Did you ever feel jealous?
Did you ever feel jealous of words?
or
Perhaps someone's usage of them
The way they borrow at will
From the coffers of the intelligentsia
or
Perhaps their temporary lease
Of a particular word
or
Perhaps their ability to pluck
a word- just the right one
out of a gleaming, glittering
·
mass of words
Like the penny-arcade
Gypsies snatching at gaudy toys
To retrieve the only genuine
Diamond tiara from the pile.
Did you ever feel a little jealous of that?

by Barbara Heinen

You bit a piece of my ear
and kept it in your drawer
you pulled a lock of my hair
and pressed it between pages
and you saved a bit of nectar from my body
to fill your lonelier nights
with memories and scents
of me.
You took a tiny taste of my heart
and a rather large slice of my soul
and buried them in a grave
out on the top of Indian Hill
beyond the edge
of the city.

Kathleen Charnak
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Modern art has developed a remoteness from
the symbols and values of man. It has been
abstracted all to hell and back. A white wall

GAllERY

installed in a white gallery is an exercise in
redundancy that does not relate to man's visual
values.
My principal concern is attempting to relate
my work to a subset of the total set of visual
values. I instill in each image some emotional or
erotic connection. This is an attempt to develop a
liaison between the print and the viewer.
I draw my images from my short-term mem
ory store, where the images are fleeting. Because of
the velocity of those images they cannot be
conceptualized out of existence. They retain an

fflc l

amount of cerebral purity. This purity is affected
by the materials and the printing process. These
processes and materials either add to or subtract

Cab••n

from the image. Therefore interactions between
cerebral short-term images and printing processes
dictated and produced this series of images.
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LAYOFF
by Kristine Batey

I remember particularly well the day Jesus was crucified
because we were very nearly late. If we had missed it, my
sister would never have spoken to my father again; as it
was, I don't think she'd given him a civil word since she
missed John the Baptist. To insure domestic harmony, I
met her downtown one day during my lunch hour to pick
up the tickets. They weren't bad tickets, either; plaza level,
right above center field.
It was my mother's fauit, really, that we were almost
late. She had decided to pack sandwiches, although the
people at the stadium were never too crazy about that; she
said the prices they charged for their hot dogs were
outrageous. So she had started fixing peanut butter, but my
sister began screaming about her acne and my father about
his dentures, and they had ended up sending my father to
the carryout for cold meat and cheese. Then they all
packed up and headed downtown to pick me up at work,
and the whole family was off together. As it was, we ate all
the sandwiches on the freeway.
By the time we got to the stadium they were playing the
national anthem. My sister was nearly hysterical, because of
course there was supposed to be the trial and a flogging
before the actual execution, and sometimes the flogging is
the best part of the show. There was no problem, as it
turned out; the various teams were still taking their places
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as we found our seats. While things were getting organized
my father went to the concession stand for drinks, my
sister spread the scorecard out on her lap, and I used the
binoculars to look over the field. The teams were milling
around restlessly. The Romans and the Holies were,
anyway; the Disciples didn't seem to be out yet.
There were a few people still leaning over the fence tq
get autographs. One of them, a man in a sweatshirt with a
hood pulled up over his head, must have jumped out onto
the field; I saw him scrambling back over the fence to the
seats, trying to look inconspicuous. I shifted the binoculars
up through the stands. Lots of people were holding up
signs: MIDDLETOWN BOYS CLUB SAYS GO GO
HOLIES; SPQR ALL THE WAY FROM FRANKLIN HIGH
SCHOOL; and, big and simple, yellow on red: CRUCIFY
'EM!
There was a commotion down in the first row, and I
swung the binoculars down again. The man in the hooded
sweatshirt was involved in an argument with three other
people. He was still seated, slumping low in the seat, and
shaking his head "no". The others were pointing at him and
at the field. One of them pulled back the hood, and all
three nodded in agreement. I tapped my sister on the
shoulder and handed her the binoculars. "There's a fight
down in the stands," I told her, pointing. She located it.
"The guy in the sweatshirt was down on the field."

"Hey," she said. "That's one of the Disciples!"
"You 're kidding!"
"No," she said firmly. "I 'm positive. He's getting away!"
"Let me see." I took the binoculars. The man in the
sweatshirt had replaced his hood and was heading up the
stairs toward the exit. "No one is stopping him," I said.
"What does that mean?"
"Well, he's already picked up a two-point bonus just by
getting off the field . If he makes it out of the stadium it's
another five . The Disciples will need that, though. It was
one of their own people who turned them in, which
constitutes an error so that they lose four points."
"What happens to the guy that turns them in?"
"He gets an immediate bonu from the opposing teams,
but in the long run it will probably count against him."
"How about the one who left the stadium?"
"Officially he'll be reprimanded for it, but it was good
strategy for the team so they'll back him up later."
"They're ready to go," said my sister a minute later.
"Where's Dad?"
"Here he comes," said my mother. "Oh, no, did he get
those hot dogs after all?" My father returned with beer and
Coca-Cola and hot dogs.
"It's a special occasion," he said, passing the food
around.
The Holies were in formation flanking their squad
captains, Annas and Caiaphas. Somebody behind us had a
transistor radio; the announcer was describing the captains
as crafty skirmishers. The Holies weren't as powerful as the
Romans, and this initial play was not expected to be much
of an attention-holder, although the announcer reiterated
that every move was well-planned and potentially decisive.
Jesus was brought in between two of the Holies' guards.
Some of the crowd cheered, some booed, some applauded;
many weren't aware of what exactly was going on. The trial
was difficult to follow in the stadium, although it might not
look bad on TV. A couple of black kids came through
selling pennants, hats and popcorn. This was a good job for
them; they probably lived in the slums surrounding the
stadium and didn't have far to walk to work. "At least I
know they're not stealing the tape player out of my car,"
my father said.
Nothing much seemed to be happening on the field,
nobody was scoring, so my mother, my sister, and I had
time to go to the washroom. There were lots of women just
standing around, leaning against the wall and smoking
cigarettes. "Look how sunburned my knees are getting,"
said one. "I only come here because the kids want to see
it," said another. "I'm not what you'd call an enthusiast."
My sister, who was an enthusiast, said, "Hurry up. I don't
want to miss the scoreboard question." We waited impa
tiently for my mother, who always had to cover the seat
with paper before using it.
When we got back the first inning was over and they
were preparing to take Jesus to the Romans for the next
play. We got there just in time to see the day's question
written on the scoreboard. It said:
WHO WERE THE THREE PLAYERS WHO DE-

FEATED THE BABYLONIAN FURNACE PLAY, AND
WHAT TEAM DID THEY PLAY FOR?
"Aha!" said my sister. "Do you know it?" asked my
father.
She nodded triumphantly. "Shadrach, Meshach and
Abednago, with the old Israelites." As it turned out, she
was right.
They were ready, now, for the next play, which turned
out to be a short one. The Romans, instead of taking
control themselves, passed back to the Holies for a penalty.
Jesus was now taken before the Holies' manager, Herod,
who was not a particular favorite. FOUL said the score
board, showing a picture of a chicken feather floating to
the ground. The crowd hissed as, after bumbling around a
bit, Herod passed back to the Romans, penalizing his own
team two points.
In the meantime, the Disciples picked up their score for
the man who had left the stadium. There was a spattering
of applause. The Disciple turncoat had meanwhile elimi
nated himself from play with no score.
The Roman manager now took over, and people sat
forward in their seats. He and Jesus were rumored to be
well-matched combatants, and the game might go either
way from here. The Roman, Pilat~, stepped forward and
said something to Jesus, who raised his head and said
something back. A few people down in the boxes turned to
one another and murmured.
''What's going on?" asked my mother. The man with the
radio leaned forward. "Pilate asked him if he was a king.
Jesus said, you said so, I didn't."
"What happens now?" I asked.
"That's sarcasm," said the radio man, "which can be
scored either way. A good answer can get points for Jesus,
but it could also cause stronger retribution on the Romans'
part, in which the points go to them. The officials will have
to confer." There was an anxious pause, then two points
were given to the Disciples. I took up the binoculars again.
Pilate looked a little shaken. There was some more
conversation between the two, then Pilate, looking more
and more upset, called time and motioned for one of the
officials to take the field.
The Roman manager and the official talked for a
minute, then the official disappeared. Suddenly, it was
announced over the loudspeaker that Jesus was going to be
pulled out of the game, to be replaced by some guy named
Barabbas. The crowd went wild, screaming and hissing and
booing and throwing things onto the field. People all
around us were standing on their seats, stamping their feet
and shaking their fists. My sister wrote down "Barabbas"
on her scorecard.
Down on the field, there was another time out called,
and the team leaders gathered together in the Roman area.
The squad captains of the Holies were shouting and waving
their arms, while their manager stood shifting his weight
from foot to foot and looking embarrassed. The Roman
manager shrugged and shook his head. The crowd started
screaming louder, and people began running forward to the
fences and trying to climb down to the field.
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The Roman manager began looking even more nervous
than before. He looked at the shrieking mob, then at the
gesticulating Holies, then back at the mob again; finally, he
signalled to one of his team members. The man ran out to
his side and held up a bowl of water. The Roman manager
washed his hands with a flourish, then held them up in the
air. The crowd began to cheer,and applaud again as it was
announced that Jesus would return to play.
They were moving into the final inning now, the flogging
and crucifixion. While the field was being set up we could
hear the announcer on the radio explaining that they had
been giving out thirty-nine lashes ever since the Supreme
Court ruling that forty lashes constitutes cruel and unusual
punishment. The flogging was a definite crowd-pleaser,
although it was generally saved for only the more important
spectacles.
There was an extra bonus this time: the Romans had
trotted out a royal purple robe for the occasion as an insult,
which in itself was worth a point for their team. But then
they added a touch of pure creativity. Somebody brought
out a crown made out of thorns and jammed it down on
the guy's head. Insult plus injury: five points. The crowd
began yelling and jumping up and down and hugging each
other.
They were ready for the grand finale.
They set up the crosses in front of the backstop. The
radio announcer was enthusiastic about the new crosses,
which were being used for the first time. They were of
modern construction, formica over lightweight plastic, on a
base like you get with an artificial Christmas tree (rotating
light optional). Even the holes had been pre-drilled. The
ones in the cross, that is. The Romans had dug up two
other crucifixees, thus depriving the Disciples of an element
of pathos and giving themselves yet another point.
The crowd applauded as the three crosses were raised,
one by one.
Now came the raffle, which was always an extra nice
touch in these things. Down on the field the Romans, who
were in the lead, were casting lots for the clothing they had
taken from Jesus. My mother brought out our ticket stubs
and held them ready. Meanwhile, one of the Roman players
had won the cast, and an usher brought out a box
containing the numbers of all the tickets sold that day. The
Roman reached in to pick a number. The player had won
the right to keep the clothes as a souvenir, and the person
holding the number he chose would win two free tickets to
a later game. "Number 490!" said the loudspeaker.
"Drat," said my mother.
A bunch of people had trickled out onto the field.
"Well, finally," said my sister. "The Disciples."
"That's stupid," said my father. "They needed the
support about two innings ago. Well, they just blew it," he
said, with some satisfaction. "You blew it!" he yelled to
the Disciples.
Down on the cross, Jesus was starting to yell and moan.
Someone figured out he was calling for water, which set up
perhaps the most inspired and brilliant plays of the game.
Suddenly the star player of the Roma-as dashed 9\lt with a

dish, and a sponge on a stick. He dipped the sponge in the
dish and held it up to Jesus' mouth. Jesus sipped, then
retched. There was a stir among the spectators, then the
loudspeaker cried triumphantly, "The sponge contained
vinegar! Three points for the Romans!"
The crowd was laughing and dancing.
"That did it, that did it!" my father screamed.
"Oh, boy!" said my sister. "Oh boy oh boy oh boy!"
The Romans were picking up the player with the sponge,
whose name was Pete, and carrying him around on their
shoulders.
"Way to go, Pete!" said a man in front of us.
WAY TO GO PETE said the scoreboard.
It started to get dark.
Up on the cross, Jesus wasn't looking too good, and the
greenish-black clouds that were suddenly appearing made
him look worse. The Romans were way out in front, and
there wasn't much chance of things turning over. People
began to stand up and head for the exits.
"Let's go," said my father. "It,s all over."
"No," said my mother, "Just once I want to see the end
of something."
"Dammit, all these people are going to get out ahead of
us. We'll be sitting in the parking lot for two hours."
"No," said my sister. "You never let us see the whole
thing. You can wait this one time."
My father settled back, muttering about the traffic.
The sky was getting darker and darker, and Jesus was
looking deader and deader. There were only a few people
left, including us and the man with the transistor radio. The
radio station was doing a wrap-up already. The announcer
was commenting that the Holies had, in terms of points,
come out the worst. "You see, Howard," said the man he
was talking to, "the Holies have really got the spirit of the
play. The Romans play to win, but the Holies just plain
enjoy the game. And it,s a good thing," he added. "I
rem em her a quotation I learned when I was a kid that,s
always stayed with me:
For when the great recorder comes
To mark against your name,
It isn't that you won or lost,
But how you played the game.
And I really believe that's true."
Down on the field, they were brea'king the legs of the
two extras. They got to Jesus, and looked at each other
questioningly. A couple of groundskeepers arrived with a
tarpaulin to protect the astroturf; then one of the players
gave Jesus a jab in the side with a sharp stick. The buzzer
was sounded to end the game. The Romans nad won, the
Disciples had come in fairly strong. The Holies hadn't really
won anything, but they had had a wonderful time.
"That's it," said my father, "let's go."
"Well," said my mother. "Do they play again tomor
row?"
"Monday," said my sister. "They're burning some
French girl."
"Oh," said my mother, "Catholics.''
We headed for the exit, just as the rain began to fall.

Message fro01 Invading Forces
They came
and scared the people.
Some of them landed in
power lines on the outskirts
of Detroit.
Some of them landed in
the Georgia swamp.
Some of them were lucky enough
to land in the desert
at 3 a.m.
And what they saw would be hard
to describe back home;
a glittering city, golden
in its dark pocket.
It beckoned electrically
and drew them
through the desert night.
Many of them were lucky enough
to land while Elvis was on stage
at The Casino De Paris.
Urgent bird-like noise
cluttered soundless space.
Confused messages
released from the
stratosphere
with the thin click of
5,000 arrows
disturbing The Void.
They sure went ape-shit
when he sang Hound Dog.
Rick Smith
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KAREN
by J arnes M. Pack

"Can I help you?" asked the salesman as the door rang
shut behind me. I shook my umbrella and took off my hat
as the proprietor approached me.
"I'm looking for a woman" I said, setting the umbrella
in the rack and offering my hand, "Not too expensive, just
one that can cook, sew, and do housework."
The man smiled and shook my hand. "Well, you came to
the right place, sir, yes indeed, you certainly did. Here at
Handy Helper we carry the latest line in automated women,
and I'm sure we can find one that can fit your specific
need." He released my hand and showed me to a small
chair. "You sit right there and I'll show you our latest
line."
"Did you have any particular hair, skin, or eye color in
mind?"
I shook my head and sat down. "No, not really. Like I
said, just an inexpensive model that can take over the
domestic chores I've fourid too much since my wife caught
the disease."
The man lowered his head. "I'qi sorry to hear about
that." He said, "Your wife must have been one of the last
ones. We've all found out how lonely it truly is without the
women." There was a moment of silence. "I find myself
wondering what made God in all his mighty wisdom take
those wonderful creatures from us. It seemed such a pity.
And those that didn't have ·the disease had to be destroyed
because they could communicate it to us. Yes, it surely was
a pity." He sighed as if he had true emotion. Then , rubbing
his hands together he smiled. "But here at Handy Helper,
we can go one better than the old model, if I can use that
term. We have all kinds." He stepped to the curtain behind
him and pulled it back.
There, in a small closet-like alcove, stood a woman. Her
long blonde hair hung straight and light from her head and
broke on her sweatered shoulders. Under the sweater she
wore two swelled breasts that moved slowly up and down
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with each simulated breath she took. And from her belted
waist hung a skirt, short and plaid, to her mid thighs. The
salesman brought her out by the hand and stood her before
me.
"What do you think?" he asked.
"Pretty," I mused, resting my elbow on the armrest and
my chin on a hand. "But can she do all I expect?"
"Can she do all you expected?" laughed the salesman.
"She came from the factory with four full tapes in
domestic housework, that's standard. And for a few extra
dollars, I can throw in these tapes." He held two small
spools in his hand. "That can allow her to perform other
tasks." He winked his eye.
I smiled and nodded my head.
Slowly the woman walked towards me and stood
straight up, inches in front of my chair. "Kneel," I said.
She came to rest on her knees and stared into my eyes.
Her eyes were green with sparks of brown in them and her
lips had been factory painted a light pink.
I took her hand. "What is your name?" I asked.
"I am Karen." she stated simply.
"As you can see," said the salesman, walking up and
standing behind the kneeled girl, "she is lifelike in every
way." He reached down and pulled her sweater. up to
expose two breasts jutting out from a flesh-like rib cage.
The nipples had been placed in almost perfect position and
a small mole had been added for realism just below her
right shoulder blade. "Feel this!" said the salesman as he
reached down and cupped one of the mounds, "Just like
real." He squeezed and released his hand. As pressure was
released, white areas quickly filled in with the flesh color of
the skin. "Silicone rubber foam to simulate the actual
thing." He laughed, "Is she all you expected?"
"And then some." I said. "How much will this model
cost me?"
The salesman signaled the girl off her knees and walked
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behind the counter. He took a book out from under the
cash register, opened it, and began making marks with a
pencil. "Do you want clothes?" he asked.
I looked at the girl. "No, I think my wife's clothes will
fit her."
"How about alternate hair coloring?" he asked making a
check mark in his book.
"No," I said, "I think I'll just take her as is."
"Of course you want the extra tapes."
"Of course."
The salesman closed the book. eel think I can let her go
for 5200."
"5200?" I asked almost screaming, "That's more than I
paid for my car!"
"Yes sir, it probably is. But where else are you going to
find a woman? If you find a real one that hasn't been
destroyed yet, the government will find out and you'll still

have to come back. Why take the chance? Buy this one and
be assured of a lifelong companion that will never grow old,
never bleed, never eat, and never need servicing, we
guarantee it!"
"It's still kind of steep."
"All right, I'll give you a break, 4800, and that's rock
bottom." He pulled the girl's sweater down covering her
body.
"Okay," I said, "Send me the bill."
We signed papers and one hour later Karen and I walked
out.
The sun had come out and the rain had stopped. I gave
Karen the umbrella to hold. It slipped from her grasp and
landed point down on her foot. I reached down to pull it
out.
"You're bleeding," I said in a whisper with wide eyes.
"And it hurt too." She sighed as a tear came to her eye.

Quitting The Circus
And here is a family beginning to fly.
It has no wings,
only a tune
that was twisted,
and finally changes.
Mrs. Murphy, the
Whale of a Woman,
is quitting the circus to send Charlene to college.
To be part of a different show.
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They may settle in Omaha,
buy a greenhouse,
an ice cream parlor.
Mrs. Murphy shoulders her fat;
veiled as a
mountain, still she flies,
grunting and flailing but
light as the

cities run cast to west
and so the sun it's magic eyes
and redecoration-spine and steel
concrete cemeteries for a child of bath

fingertip pushing her daughter away.

by Susan Scibetta
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Roadway s
i.
At midnight
drivin~ through the countryside
~oonhght oudining houses and 'trees
m ghostly silhouettesthe town's streetlights
push from the sidewalks
short white ribbons cutting blackness.
ii.
At the c?cktail party
~he_ run m your stockings
is hke a roadmap to far away places.

Cold Convc,,ation,
Sometimes ,
like the sky at midday
I rise
above you,
'
striking
your e Y:S w,~h
.
blinding your
my brilliance;
voice with heated r ays.
But you,
mellow as a full-moon in .
are always ready w,'th a gentle winter,
beam
t o_ descend upon my light
and eclipse the cold conversation
between us.
Denise Haas

Jack D. Fading
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APPLES
&

ORANGES

Gliding
back and forth
on a creaking
porch swing

From the
Wren Notebook
Insert a twig among
unborn wren
and the mother
will feel the need
to destroy the nest
and fly into the ocean
which is not her home.
Rick Smith
she stands there
sex oozing from her pores
arms akimbo
pelvis thrust forward
breasts straining against flimsey material
eyes gleaming (lustily)
lips pouting (sulkily)
in a low, throaty whisper
she says
(choose one)

we display
apples and oranges
in waxy smiles
pieces caught
between our teeth
and shake free
the flies stuck
fast to our
fingers
squishing them
occasionally
as we wipe
our juice drawn
faces
swinging
swaying
we sweat away
the humid
afternoon
licking sweetness
from red
wet lips.

things go better with coke

a. "the dodge boys want you"
b. "i'm nancy, fly me"
c. "it's not nice to fool mother nature"
Twelve-string tears
like phone lines
outside Cheyenne
glimmer long distance
moans from Topeka
while passionate ice
sings to the night;
when I think of
before you.

kathleen charriak

G. SCOTT REVIS

by Denise Haas
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LoNGTOWN, OH10
A Sulllll\er Sunday

•

1912

by Larry Bortner

A sharp crack of the bat signalled a well-hit ball over the
third baseman's head.
"Consarn it all!" muttered Fred Cheesman as he stood
helplessly at home plate and watched the left fielder
frantically chase the ball out in the rougher parts of the
cow pasture. Three of the visiting team's players scampered
between the bases. "Elza should be pitching. Ira has trouble
hitting the hole in the outhouse."
The one who had hit the line shot tripped on a grass
clump between first and second and only managed a
double. But he cleared the bases. That made the score 10-7
in the visiting Greenville's favor with two down in the top
of the ninth. The Longtown nine had given this big city
team a good fight, keeping the score close throughout the
hot Sunday afternoon. Which was somewhat surprising. Not
so much because it was a big city team (Greenville, Ohio
was about ten miles away and had a population of between
three and four thousat;id), but because Greenville had
somhow managed to elicit the help of Harmon Clayton, a
reserve outfielder for the Cincinnati Redlegs. This big
leaguer hadn't done as much as Eugene Johnson, Green
ville's regular star. But the awe he had struck in this
congregation of baseball-loving farmers had taken its toll.
Fred pulled up the makeshift wire face protector and
kicked a cow chip in disgust. He stood with hands on hips
for a few moments by the burlap bag that served as home
plate, then went out to try to calm Ira down. "Listen, Ira,"
he said to the thin, nervous man who was sweating
profusely, "old Ezekiel there is half blind anyway, so don't
risk throwing anything near the plate. Just be careful, take
it easy. If you're tired, we can have Elza pitch."
Ira's hackles rose. "No, damn it! It's my turn. Elza
pitched last Sunday."
The small, wiry catcher rolled his eyes quickly. "Look,
you've been tossing me quite a few this afternoon. And it's
hot. Ain't no sense for you to keep going when Elza can
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come in and finish it out."
Ira's eyes took on the glare and meanness of a turkey
buzzard. "One more out, for Christ's sake! I've kept us
pretty close so far, haven't I?"
Fred had stooped down and gotten a nice long blade of
the sweet Kentucky bluegrass and was chewing on it
absent-mindedly. "Right. You're as right as rain, Ira. But,
dad blame it, we've all got chores to do back home. We'd
best be heading back within a half hour. Tell you what.
Give you two more batters. If you can't get them out, we'll
bring in Elza. All right?"
"All right," the pitcher reluctantly agreed.
"Come on, Fred," yelled the aging umpire back at home
plate as Fred turned and headed back. "Ain't got all dayj"
"Ain't this the big league?" the catcher yelled back, and,
chuckling, trotted to his place behind the waiting batter.
Ira threw two pit.ches wildly and Fred had to scramble
quickly to keep the runner on second from going to third.
But there was nothing wild about the third pitch. Nice and
easy and right down the middle. The batter smiled
sadistically and punched it out of the first baseman's reach
into right field. Elza Ransfield, the right fielder, reacted
quickly and charged in to meet the ball. Getting a lucky
bounce on the uneven terrain, the lefty fielded it and
pegged a perfect throw to Fred. The Greenville player who
had been on second was caught halfway between third and
home. Fred and the third baseman began the cat and mouse
game of catch to tag the careless runner. Back and forth
and back and forth until Fred thought he was in the
position to run his opponent down. But the runner beat
him back to third base. The sparse home town crowd of a
few sweethearts and relatives groaned its disapproval.
"Stick to makin' corncribs, Fred!"
Fred sheepishly returned to his spot behind the burlap
bag.
Ira walked the next batter on four tired pitches. Which
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brought Harmon Clayton to the plate. The catcher slowly
went out to talk to his pitcher again. "I gave you two, Ira."
"Horseshit, Fred. If you'da gotten that guy out on
third "
"Listen, Ira, your pitches don't have anything on 'em
anymore. Consarn it all, Claudine could throw harder than
what you're throwing now."
The pitcher nodded cooly. "It's either that or the fact
that you'r a courtin' Laura Ransfield." He headed out to
right field defiantly.
"Hey, Elza, come on in and pitch!" Fred yelled. The
tall, dark right fielder shrugged and strode quickly in to the
pitcher's po itton with the long, unhurried trides of one
accustom d to walking the fields all day. The question of
"Can you do it, Elz ?" was answered by a curt nod.
The new pitcher took a few warm up tosses, then
nodded his readiness.
"You farmers ain't gonna find nobody that can take care
of me," grinned the youthful major leaguer confidently. He
had had a double and a home run and had hit two long balls
that the outfielders had had to work to catch.
"Just watch, friend," Fred said softly.
Elza rared back and fired. The right-handed batter swung
quickly, but the ball was traveling a bit faster than what he
thought, and he popped it up in the right field foul
territory. Ira was able to move under it with some
difficulty, but he also managed to drop it after tripping
over a partially buried rock. Fred laughed and the crowd of
fifteen to twenty booed good-naturedly. Elza's next pitch
was a blooper. Clayton was expecting the fast one and had
finished swinging before the ball. reached Fred.
His pride wounded now, the professional gripped the bat
and squinted at the pitcher. But the malice reflected
harmlessly off Elza's dark, silent eyes and he detachedly
wound up and threw another sizzler. Clayton swung. But he
came nowhere near the ball. He threw the bat down
disgustedly and charged out in a rage to confront his
nemisis. Fred had been expecting something like this and he
darted out after Clayton and grabbed him around the
ankles, dragging him to the ground.
"We don't do things that way around here, friend."
Fred dusted off his britches and gratefully headed for
the cool shade of the oak tree. "Let's get some runs,
Joshua," he encouraged Longtown's first hitter of the ninth
inning. "We can still win it."
Fred sipped some warm lemonade as he sat back to
watch Longtown try to start a rally. Elza sat down beside
him.
"You should have let Ira finish."
"I was getting tired of watching Greenville run around
the bases."
Joshua hit a long foul ball that momentarily raised the
hopes of the Longtown players and fans.
"We'll have to be a leavin' pretty soon."
"That's another reason."
A single; one man on. An out. A walk; two men on. A
double, a run. Score: 10-8. Still two men on base. Fred
came up and hit a sacrifice fly. Two outs, another run.
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Score: 10-9. One base runner. As was always the case, Elza
was the next batter after Fred.
"You can win it, Elza." Fred took out a red kerchief and
mopped his brow.
The lefty had driven in three of Longtown's runs. The
Greenville team was well aware of his ability and each
player stepped back a few steps. Ransfleld took a little dirt
and rubbed it along the handle of his homemade bat. He
stepped up to the plate and waited.
The first pitch was outside. The second pitch was low
and down the middle, his favorite pitch. He sent it flying
high and deep to center field. Clayton, the center fielder,
rushed back, stumbling and tripping, and lunged desperate
ly to miraculously catch the ball. His heroic efforts had
taken him to the very edge of the creek that cut through
the pasture. He arose and triumphantly held up the ball,
then slipped into the creek.
The ballgame was over. Greenville had won it 10-9.
Horses were rounded up and the few automobiles started.
Farmers began heading back to their chores and the
Greenville team back to their city. Elza had gone out to
help Clayton out of the creek. As he collected the bases,
Fred saw the two shake hands and start to talk. By the time
he got around to collecting the bats, he noticed Clayton
arguing wildly with a calm Elza. Fred started to go out to
intervene, but the major leaguer had become so agitated
that he took a shot at the farmer. Elza deftly sidestepped
the punch and pushed the visitor back in to the creek, then
came back toward home plate to collect his glove and bat as
if nothing had happened.
"I've got your bat, Elza," Fred said.
"I thankee kindly. Are you ready to leave?"
"Ready as I'll ever be. Let's go."
The two climbed into Elza's carriage. Fred secured the
equipment while Elza clucked to the horse to go home.
"Do you reckon I could stay for supper over at your
folks tonight?" Fred asked after they had gone a few
hundred yards.
"I reckon."
Fred leaned over and looked back at a couple of the
Greenville players trying to console a steaming Harmon
Clayton.
"Elza, what happened back there?"
"We lost."
"No, what did you say that got that major league fella
all fired up?"
"Oh, he said something about how I was awful good for
a country bumpkin and that I should be in the big league.
And I told him I had a wife and three little ones and a farm
and that I wouldn't be in no league he was in until he grew
up."
"That's all?"
A quick nod.
The deep, steady rhythm of the horse's hooves and the
cool breeze were quite pleasant and relaxing after an
afternoon of sun, sweat, and shouting.
"Why don't you go back and apologize, Elza?"
"I got chores to do."

I COME IN A VERY
UNTIDY PACKAGE

I come in a very untidy package
torn dirty pieces-scum bits of my species
will cut your hands, draw blood, infect
bright whole pieces-vibrant reds, shimmering greens
will heal, charm, inspire
sing you songs and tell you rimes.
In the flashes
when the barriers are whisked away
underneath
at the extremities of my being
you can see them:
the soul at one end-reverent, rainbow resplendent, whole
the death's head at the other-careless, cold white,
smiling out of a great despair.
by Paula Randall
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The beautiful woman is predictable. She powders
her nose, unrumples her slip, and pulls up her hose.
She pushes ten year old boys in the audience
toward some hard mysterious promise. Even the

Love Poem

giant grasshopper that clings to the wall of her
apartment

building

looks

inside

and

feels

lonesome. He smashes through her glass picture
window. She screams. He grins. Black juice seeps
from the rivets of his insect jaws. Her white felt

from Japan

thighs mirror in a thousand facets of his insect
eyes. Meanwhile in the laboratory her fiancee, the
earnest young scientist, peers through a microscope

by Mark Willis
at teeming grasshopper eggs. The lady newspaper
reporter stares at him. She wants to fuck him. He
wants to dedicate his life to science. Is it really
serious? she ·asks. Then the general walks in and
growls decisively: You've had your chance. Now
it's up to the Air Force. And the blue-eyed
crew-cut pilots remember their wives, who were
high school sweethearts. Then duty thrusts them
toward some hard mysterious promise in the
grasshopper threatened sky.
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Ancient Astronaut
Winged images glide slowly, waiting,
For the sky is too blue to guide the hobo home.
Gently the old man sets his foot down
Onto the street, the light is green.
Passing in and out of the dreams, memories
He used to buy them on every corner.
The vendor was a troubador, who
Hadn't made the charts since 1963.
Slowly the elder drifts between
The white lines, borders of a lifetime.
He takes the cigar stub from his
Mouth and drops it onto the pavement.
The lines of traffic wait for the
Aged figure to catch the next curve, comin' 'round.
In the silence of the late afternoon
The old man achieves his goal, without stopping.
Richard A. V orpe
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by Michael W. Woolley

There's a saying in the Navy: "I work just like I'm paid,
twice a month and very little." It was a pay-day which
happened to fall on a Friday, and Guido decided to get a
head start on all the amateurs sure to be out raising hell
that night.
The chief let him off work right after lunch since there
wasn't much to do, and since he knew Guido wasn't going
to do jack-shit anyway, except maybe play around with
that goddamn yo-yo he'd been bringing into the shop for
the last few days, so Guido hot-footed it back to the
barracks to change into civies.
First he skinned out of his uniform and climbed into his
jeans and boyscout shirt. Then he took a Marine shower
with a couple of hits of Right Guard, swallowed a jigger of
Lavoris, put on his go-to-hell baseball cap with the
I-dig-cunnilingus button, laid two tabs of speed (alleged)
under his tongue and hit the bricks humming a decidedly
upbeat arrangement of "Anchors Away."
The Patuxent River Naval Air Test Center, where we
freeze our hero for the moment, is a large aircraft testing
and antisubmarine warfare base located in the midst of

farm and oyster fishing country off the Chesapeake Bay in
Southern Maryland. Right outside the main gate of the base
is a parasitic, one-stoplight town called Lexington Park
which consists of a few stores, several bars, and the
ticky-tacky residences of multitudinous civil service types.
The opinion has often been expressed that in the admitted
ly unlikely event some omnipotent power decided to give
the earth an enema, the tube would be stuck directly into
Lexington Park, Maryland.
We pan back in on Guido, grinning like a jackass eating
sawbriars, as he flips a peace sign to the crisply starched
Marine Guard manning the main gate.
"Wha's happening', Guid?" asks the guard.
"Intoxication, man. The pursuit thereof," answers
Guido as he begins to feel the speed (alleged) rip through
his veins. Up, up and away, he thinks. Faster than a
paranoid squirrel, more powerful than an amyl nitrate rush,
aJ>le to leap the chasms of logic in a single, non-stop
babbling rap, it's SUPER GUID. As he steps through the
gate onto civilian turf he releases a hideous, shivering cackle
which he has been practicing in the barracks shower room.
"Oh, what'll we do with a freaked-out sailor, er-lie in the
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morning!"
Continuing his song, Guido marches briskly to the Salty
Dog, a bar of no little repute owing to its position so near
the main gate.
"The fleet's in!" he announces his arrival. "Home from
the wars with chests of booty." His entrance is greeted with
something less than enthusiasm by the bar's occupants:
Bobby, Lexington Park's token gay bartender; an oyster
fLsherman type who appears to be somewhere between
oblivion and unconsciou ness: and, hello, hello, hello, a
reasonably nubile young woman in jeans and work shirt
who sits nursing a beer. The sp ed (genuine) playing
bumpercars with his corpuscles shifts into high gear.
He sit between the brirl and the oy tcr man and orders
an Ouzo with a beer chaser.
"I don't think I should serve you after last Saturday
night," says Bobby. "The owner was pretty huffy by the
time the shore patrol came."
"Aw, come on, man," says Guido. "I didn't do anything
but tell the go-go girl I had a foot fetish."
"What about those palm fronds?" asks Bobby. "You
could have put someone's eye out. Tsk! A grown man!
Hosannah, indeed!"
"Hey, jack, gimme a drink or I'll go back to the base and
put saltpeter in the corpsmen 's coffee pot. You won't see
any action for a week."
"Tsk! HONESTLY! I could simply spit!"
"Yeah, well, not in my drink this time, O.K. ?" He turns
to the oyster man. "How's it goin', chief?"
"Deed by Christ, it's gettin' so's a man can't trust
nobody these days I's tellin' my wife the other day and she
mumble mumble mumble on the whole goddam thing."
"Ain't it the truth, man? Hey, Bobby, another drink for
my man." He turns to the girl.
"Excuse me, but may I join you?"
"Why? Am 1 coming apart?"
"0-0-0-K !" He drums his fingers on the bar and looks
for a moment at the ceiling. "Can I buy you a drink?"
She looks at him for a few seconds before answering.
"Suit yourself."
"I tried that once, but I was too ticklish to take my
inseam measurement. Bobby, another drink for the young
lady and a refill for me."
"Tsk. Sailors ... you're all alike."
Guido leans over the bar and takes Bobby's hand.
"Please, Bobby. What we've had has been so lovely, don't
spoil it now."
Tsk. REALLY!"
Guido moves into the seat next to the girl. "Say, you're
very pre tty."
"Watch it, buster. All you bought was a beer." She looks
at him more closely. "Are you stoned? Your eyes are really
glassy.''
"I'm high alright," admits the truthful Guido, "but not
on false drugs. I'm high on the real things: A clean
windshield, good gasoline and a shoe shine."
She rolls her eyes. "Christ! Why do I always get the
freaks?"
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Guido puts on his straightest face. "Hey, don't get
uptight. I'm really harmless."
"Yeah, I'll bet."
"No, really. I'm a very nice guy. I give to charity,
support my local police, serve my country proudly and
honorably, and go for weeks at a time without kicking a
dog. I'm a fuckin' paragon."
She looks at the button on his hat then back to his eyes.
"Did anyone ever tell you that you try a little too hard?"
"Hey, kid," he says, "Ct's a dog-eat-dog world out
there."
" o," she says, "go cat a dog."
"You know," says Guido, "I like you. I really do." For a
moment his mind races too fast for his lips to catch. "What
would you do it l touched that nipple I see straining against
your shirt?"
"I would kick you right square in the balls."
"Fair enough ... I'll bet you go to college."
"Right."
"Around here?"
"No. I'm visiting my parents over Spring break."
"I see. You know, I went to college for a couple of years
before I came into the service. I majored in French." His
eyebrows, through force of habit, do a couple of fast
Groucho waggles.
For the first time she smiles. "French, huh? I'll bet
you're a very cunning linguist."
Guido nods in appreciation. He removes the button from
his hat and hands it to her. "Here. You deserve it for that."
She smiles and asks if he would like to pin it on her.
"But don't try to cop a feel," she warns.
"My dear, you grossly underestimate me." He pins the
button to her shirt, copping a feel in the process. "What's a
girl like you doing in a nice place like this?"
"You're an old smoothie, you are," she says. "You
realize of course that your obviously unstable mental
condition is all that prevents you from being a garden
variety creep and an asshole of the first water."
"Shucks, ma'am. A feller does the best he can."
She shakes her head in mock amazement. "Why am I
sitting here allowing myself to be accosted by this
drug-crazed madman?"
"It's my animal magnetism," says Guido. "How about
going to a motel with me?"
"Oh ho," she sniffs. "Just like that? Well, how does a
thousand dollars sound?"
"O.K. with me," he says. "If you can afford it."
"No, strange person, you seem to have missed the point.
I meant for you to pay me."
· "What kind of a pig do you take me for, to think that I
would traffic in human flesh ..... How about 25 bucks?"
"This," she says, "is undoubtedly the strangest line I've
ever heard."
"Lady," says Guido, "with two weeks pay, a 48-hour
pass and a whole pocketfull of speed stretching before us,
you ain't seen nothin' yet. BOBBY! Put down that muscle
magazine and bring another round for the house. And
where the hell did you put my palm fronds?"
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